CHAPTER 136 


September 5, 2011 


“Senpai... | thought about it...” 


At Rise’s request, Justin had met her up here on the hill overlooking town. Had Justin 
ever told you what a nice hill this was? Very grassy and... mountainous. There were 
some rocks, and some... uh... more rocks. You know, the beauty of this hill kind of 
got lost when he was up here all the time. Wasn’t quite the home away from home 
it used to be, his little safe haven to just look out over all his worries like they were 
just insignificant ants in the palm of his hand. He didn’t have much in the ways of 
worries these days, though. With the murder case closed, he wasn’t constantly 
worrying about making sure chie would be safe, or that they made sure no one else 
got hurt inside that television. It was just nice... calm... peaceful even. In a way, it 
was very disorienting to Justin. Like he’d come home at night, and go to bed at 
night feeling as though he was forgetting something important. Perhaps a certain 
midnight time-slot based television program. It was hard to just pretend nothing 
had ever happened; it had become routine. 


But despite that gripping sensation in his chest telling him he still needed to jump 
into televisions or stay up into the darkest hours of the night, he still felt at peace. 
Perhaps that was why this hill didn’t give him the same sense of comfort it had so 
many months ago. Maybe it was just that Justin had a good idea what Rise wanted 
to talk about, and wasn’t looking forward to it. She just needed to let go. Forget 
about her shitbag of a manager, move on. But more importantly, she need never 
shed a tear for her decisions. And if anyone made her believe otherwise; well... Well 
Justin would be there to help. Because sometimes, it was just so hard to stand on 
your own two feet. 


“Why my mind just went blank when | heard about Kanami...” Rise continued to 
speak her mind allowed, a slightly pained, sorrowful expression on her face. She 
didn’t like talking about it, that much was painfully obvious to Justin. But she did 
know she needed to get it off of her chest. Especially after the day prior. She was a 
little embarrassed to think she had broke down in public like that, wailing like a 
baby... And then there was Justin... Well... That was another matter for another 
time. For the moment, she needed to get this showbiz shit off her chest. She 
needed to make a decision. “I mean, | ran away from showbiz because | was tired of 
being an idol... So | shouldn’t have had any problem. And yet... | felt so angry about 
it... Why do you think that is?” 


“Because you’re management was full of a bunch of dickheads who didn’t wait 
twelve seconds for the ashes to cool...?” Justin remarked semi-sarcastically, voice 
raising in octave slowly as the sentence went on. It was clear to Rise he wasn’t 


being serious despite this being a serious conversation. She wasn’t offended. She 
had come to expect that from Justin. Just disappointed. Disappointed that he 
couldn’t shut his fucking mouth for twelve seconds to give her a serious answer. 


Justin’s smirk slowly disappeared as he noticed Rise didn’t so much as flinch at the 
remark, simply staring him down with those sad, pained eyes. He sighed, somewhat 
disappointed in HIMSELF for not taking this more seriously. She obviously needed 
someone to talk to right now. She didn’t need a friend; she just needed a listener. 
Though perhaps more disappointed in himself, Justin was disappointed in Rise. He 
should have been proud of her, that she had realized what was wrong. But what she 
had felt was lacking in her life, what had really been the issue this entire time... It 
just wasn’t right. Those people treated her like shit, and now she wanted back in? 
She didn’t deserve that kind of abuse from them. She got enough of that shit before 
she applied to being an idol. Plus, Justin had an unnaturally heavy bias against the 
record company; no denying it, even from his perspective. Yes... this was her 
decision, and her decision alone... but dammit, it was hard to agree with it. “... 
Risette... Is just a character they made Rise. Sure, some part of her is always going 
to be part of you, but... God how do | explain this...” Justin rubbed at his forehead as 
he stumbled over his thoughts, trying to make a coherent sentence. “Are you sure 
this is what you want to do?” Rise nodded her head timidly, a small grin along the 
corners of her mouth. 


“Risette’s name in lights... Idolized by the masses... That was ‘me’ too... | didn’t 
want to lose that me.” Rise continued to pour her heart out on the table. Justin 
sighed, shuffling through his pockets to stab a toothpick inbetween his teeth. God 
he was Starting to regret smoking lately... Maybe... Maybe just one... It wouldn’t kill 
him ri- God, the fuck am | saying!? Stay cool Justin, you don’t need it. You don’t 
need it. Don’t. Need it. “There’s no way to become someone else... | ran away from 
my plain, gloomy self... Then | ran away from my idol self... Right now I’m the 
homicide detective self, | guess?” Rise joked. Justin sighed with slight relief as the 
tension in the air loosened slightly. The corners of his mouth curved up into a slight 
grin. 


“| don’t think Miss Phelps will enjoy you stepping in on her territory.” Justin chuckled 
slightly; since apparently being a homicide detective was the cool hip thing all the 
kids were doing now. Justin remembered the times when it was just him and Chie 
bitching back and forth over who was Phelps and who was Bekowsky, where people 
looked at them like they were crazy for arguing over which one of them was which 
detective. Now look at them; they were ALL trying to pretend to be homicide 
detectives. They kind of were in a way, but this was taking it to a different extent no 
doubt. Rise passed Justin a confused glance, not getting the joke he had made. And 
why should she have; she wasn’t there when Justin and Chie first started the Phelps 
shtick, and it had died out not too long before she joined. They still made passing 
references to it from time to time, but they weren’t ripping each other’s arms off 
trying to call dibs on being Phelps either. Regardless, Justin supposed he owed Rise 


SOME explanation. “Oh sorry; old inside joke between me and Chie. You weren’t 
around when it was a thing.” Rise smiled slightly at the explanation. Not because 
she got the joke, but she got the hidden meaning in it. It wasn’t JUST a joke to those 
two. Nothing ever was. 


“So does that make you Mr. Phelps...?” Rise questioned with a slight giggle, a small 
grin on her face. You could tell she was genuinely curious though for some reason, 
her eyes digging through his skin to try and find the answer to her question. She 
wasn’t sure whether she should have found it adorable or been kind of hurt when a 
grin crossed Justin’s face, laughter on his lips. 


“| would be so lucky.” Justin chuckled. Alas, he couldn’t be mister unless she was a 
misses. Maybe someday; but not today. Not today... Rise smiled slightly, not 
entirely sure how she should take that. She knew how she SHOULD have taken it. 
Laughing and giggling and smiling about how adorable those two were as a couple 
and all that jazz. But she didn’t. She just smiled a little bit, battling with some other 
emotions bottled up in her chest. All things considered, all things that had 
happened... She just didn’t get some things. For starters, she didn’t get what Justin 
was doing here. What he had EVER been doing here with her. Didn’t he have better 
things to do? Shouldn’t he be out with his... girlfriend? Why was he always there 
when she needed him; like some watchful guardian. Why? She sighed a bit, turning 
her eyes away from Justin. If she kept looking at him, she’d never be able to 
suppress the doubts and questions in the depths of her heart. 


“| would’ve run away from that ‘me’ as well, if | didn’t realize... I’ve been trying to 
become how | wanted to be. | pick a role... When I’m through with it, | continue 
chasing the ‘real me’ by picking another role... When in fact all those roles are 
‘me.’” Rise continued to muse aloud. Justin nodded a bit, his eyes slowly dancing 
their way away from Rise and back to the horizon in the distance. Funny... Looked a 
lot tidier without the smoke from his cigarette blowing up into his face. 


“That doesn’t mean you're all those roles though.” Justin spoke up after a while. 
“Risette’s a character you played, that they made. You are not Risette; she’s an 
artificial personality created by men in business suits. But that doesn’t mean that 
there aren’t parts of her that exist inside of you. Inside your heart. You’re not 
Risette, but Risette is you... Does... Does that make sense?” Justin questioned, 
hoping he was wording this right. Rise nodded her head, signifying she had 
understood what Justin was trying to say. Even if he was blubbering on like an idiot. 


“| don’t want to run from myself anymore. | don’t want to search somewhere else to 
find myself. I’m gonna hang in there... As the complete me. ” Rise continued to 
muse allowed, a certain sense of resolve in her voice. She was determined to do 
this no doubt about that. It killed Justin a little bit to see her mind so set on going 
back to the business that had used her for their own gain, tossed her aside like an 
old ragdoll they were done tearing up. She deserved better than that; and she was 


given up her inheritance to the dogs in corporate. Justin sighed flicking at the 
toothpick in his mouth a bit with his index finger. 


"Don’t think you need to go back to being Risette to find the real you. Risette’s 
already affected and shaped your life; going back won’t change that. And don’t 
worry about where you search to find out who you really are Rise. That’s something 
that comes with time, not being tied down with a chain doing something you don’t 
want to do.” Justin spoke, trying to discreetly push her away from rejoining the show 
business. Alas, however, it wasn’t just about being Risette that had driven her to 
join the show. It was... well... Everything. “If you’re going to do it... Do it because it 
makes you happy. Not because you’re searching for yourself.” 


“It does... | loved being an idol. | just felt that | was lying to myself in the process. 
Now | know that was just a lie... After being here, | realized it’s what truly made me 
happy; performing on stage...” Rise paused for a moment as she spoke about her 
interests, what would make her happy in life. Justin couldn’t help but raise his 
eyebrow in confusion as her cheeks lit up a rosy color, a wide grin Sweeping across 
her face. Apparently she didn’t just love being an idol. She LOVED being an idol. She 
wanted to get backstage passes to being an idol and fuck the shit out of her career. 
Figuratively speaking. Hopefully. “I’m also happy | came to this town. After all... It’s 
where | met you.” She only seemed to blush harder at the comment, though Justin 
had no idea why. He really should have all things considered. Hadn’t this shit 
happened to him enough times for him to pick up on the implications? For all his 
words and advice about people and life, he sure seemed to know jack shit. Perhaps 
that’s why despite claiming to know all the answers to life’s problems, never once 
had he been able to solve one of his own. Talk is cheap, after all. 


“Well lam Inaba’s number one tourist attraction.” Justin remarked with silly 
sarcasm. “Folk gather from all around just to catch a look at these golden locks of 
hair, these... manly... God | can’t even say abs. Uh... Skin... flabs? Look point is, I’m 
a god to these mortal tourists. A GOD | TELLS YA’!” Justin went on an overly 
dramatic, overly sarcastic rant about how people came to Inaba to see him. Yeah 
right; if they knew he was there, they’d hijack the plane and go back home. Justin 
was sort of like the Pit Bull of the dog kennel. No one wanted one because it was 
just bound to tear off your arm and then use your wrist bone as a Frisbee. “Joking 
aside; I’m nothing special Rise. Just a guy at the right places at the right times... Or 
the wrong times. Usually the wrong times. Almost always the wrong times.” Justin 
constantly reevaluated his statement, quickly realizing that to be dragged into this 
drama on a regular basis like this had to be some sort of joke from the powers that 
be. That’s what he got for telling God to fuck off the first week he had been here. 
Though God did sit him next to Chie in homeroom... You know what God? You're an 
alright guy. | wouldn’t go out to a bar with you, but you know. 


“| wouldn't... necessarily say the wrong times...” Rise chuckled a bit, again her 
cheeks radiating red. Justin was actually getting a little uncomfortable with all the 


blushing. Blushing was never a good sign, he had come to learn... Or, was it... 
always a good sign. Look, it’s weird when it first happens anyway. We can all agree 
on that. Though it probably wasn’t the blushing that was creeping Justin out so 
much as it was Rise leaning slightly towards Justin. He smiled awkwardly at her, a 
fake half grin as his eyes darted around. This was a little strange, even by Justin’s 
standards. She wasn’t just close, she was damn near touching his shoulder with her 
head. Come to think of it, she was probably doing that flirting thing where she liked 
to fuck with the guys by getting their hopes up. She was going to find herself very 
disappointed if she thought Justin was getting his hopes built up by her awkwardly 
flirting with him. Get a bow! cut and a black belt and maybe we'll talk. 


It was quiet fora moment between the two, awkward silence filling the area. It 
wasn’t so awkward for Rise, but it sure as hell was for Justin. Just one cigarette. 
That’s all he’d need to break the ice... Well... put it back in place perhaps. He just 
wanted to calm his jittery nerves down at this point. After a while there was a slight 
sigh from Rise’s lips. Her smile had slowly faded as she sat back up to her regular 
sitting position, a disappointed expression on her face. “I have to go home now.” 
She mumbled and groaned. She didn’t get up and wave goodbye like usual though. 
She just sort of sat there, eyes in her lap. She didn’t get any of this. This was all just 
so confusing, but... But... “I wish time would just stop...” She smiled again, cheeks 
redder than a firetruck. Justin’s eyes lit up immediately. 


“A-ha! See, you get it! Power to manipulate time; you just can’t beat it.” Rise’s 
smile faded slightly as she gave him a funny look. She didn’t get what he was 
talking about in the slightest. Again, because this conversation had only taken place 
between him and Chie. She had figured that much anyway; kind of broke her heart 
in a way. Why? She didn’t know. It just did. It just did. She sighed a bit as Justin 
laughed doing all sorts of victory gestures in his seat on the bench. Come to think of 
it... She was happy Chie and Justin had whatever conversation this was based off of. 


It made her smile watching him jump up and down in his seat with glee. 


